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felt, that made her deny herself to Stephen, and
every day it was more difficult to hold out against
him? for Rosa had hot blood. The least touch of
his hand, his nearness when he bent across to
shut the door of the car, the pressure of his body
while they danced, the drive of his Ieg5 firm and
strong, against hers^ set her blood racing. The
more she felt, the more rigidly she penned herself
and began to grow bad-tempered with him and try
to quarrel.
With Stephen it was sweet and swift, and now
at night he lay awake with a lingering lazy sleepi-
ness that could not banish his excitement; it was
like water lying placidly in the river, while under-
neath the currents kept it moving, pulling it down
to the weir, running it faster and faster5 until it
crashed to the whirlpool below,
Stephen was in the whirlpool now and he was
very uncomfortable to live with. Two or three
times William began to speak, broke off and
shrugged his shoulders.
Stephen must take it himself,
Through April into May the days grew hotter
and longer, and longer and hotter. Now from dawn
until sunset the hours were burning and slow and
the electric fans whirled in the hot air, sending it
down to dry cheeks and eyelids until they felt
like paper. At night the sky changed from pale
to powdered blue with hot wide stars, and still
the fans turned and turned, fanning the hot air5
until they were turning, ever turning in the brain.
Everywhere was a budding and blossoming* for